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Summary: Harry was bitten and changed at a young age, by his Master. 
Hearing rumors of shape shifting wolves, he just had to go check them 
out. Carlisle/Harry father/son relationship. Non sexual 
Jasper /Harry /Alice . 


1 . Chapter 1 
I don't owe anything x 
Chapter 1 : 

Harry curled up under the tree, watching his Mastertorture the poor 
human that lay on the forest floor. His Master did enjoy playing with 
his food first. He said they tasted better when they were terrified. 
Harry turned away from those bright blue eyes staring at him. 

Pleading him to help. He couldn't. He couldn't disobey his Master. 

His Master was too strong, and Harry was too weak from the starvation 
and constant lessons his Master subjected him to. He had been with 
his Master for a few years now. 

Harry had been kicked out of his relatives home for the evening, 
while they had friends round for dinner. He had spent his time in the 
local park sat on a swing. None of the other kids came near him. He 
was the crazy nephew of the Dursley's. The children who lived locally 
were told to never go near him. So Harry's life was one of 
loneliness . 

It was on this evening that his Master found him. It had long since 
turned dark, and everyone was in their homes, warm and comfortable in 
front of a TV or curled up in bed. He wasn't allowed back until after 
midnight. It had been a warm evening at least. Harry had been looking 
up at the stars when something hard hit him from behind, sending him 
flying off the swing and onto the ground with a painful thump. 

The next thing he knew, he was being flipped onto his stomach, and 
his clothes being ripped off him. Harry remembered panicking. 



Fighting back had been useless and painful. Harry knew he had been 
raped, but the actual act had been buried away in his mind. He could 
just not deal with it. He had been human then. It had hurt so much 
more than it did now. 

Harry vividly remembered spending several days in burning agony. Then 
once he had awoke, his Master had started to train him. Harry learnt 
that he was now a Vampire. His Master had been overwhelmed with his 
scent, and had wanted him by this side forever, as his pet. 

Harry had learned that while a vampires preferred diet was human 
blood, they could survive on the blood of animals. He had refused to 
feed off of humans. He had received many beatings for denying his 
Master, but in the end, the man had given up , but had restricted his 
feeding to one night a month. To keep him weak. 

His lessons had been nothing like school. His Master taught him to be 
the perfect pet. To obey every demand. How to pleasure his Master in 
many ways. With his hand, mouth and ass. 

Harry jumped and looked up as a thump sounded close by. The body of 
the human his Master had been torturing was now dead, drained, at his 
feet . 

"I don't understand you denying what you are and not drinking from 
these pathetic meat sacks" Him Master sneered at him. 

Harry kept quiet. It was better not to answer. It would get him a 
beating. And he was still recovering from last night's activities. 

His Master liked rough sex. Liked to bit him, snap bones, tear 
scratches through his marble skin. 

"We are going to go up the West Coast. I have heard that there are 
shape shifting wolves in the Washington state area, and I'm ever so 
curious to find out if it's true. They are said to protect the humans 
from Vampires. I doubt anything could beat me in a fight." With that, 
the man was off, heading in the direction he said, leaving Harry to 
deal with the body a catch up. 

Standing up, careful not to agitate his wounds , Harry dug a hole for 
the human girl on the ground. She couldn't have been more than 15 at 
most. Harry felt for her and her family. But, he just couldn't go 
against his Master. Burying the body, Harry bowed his head in a 
silent goodbye, and turned to catch up to his Master. 

Catching up hadn't been a problem. Harry had been fast as a human, 
and now even faster as a Vampire. Even faster than his Master. He had 
never dared to though. His Master would be very angry for 'showing 
him up ' . 

Having already been in North California, Harry caught up to his 
Master half way through Oregon an hour after splitting up. His Master 
gave him a sharp glance, then promptly ignored him. Harry hated his 
current life. It was not what he hoped it would be at all, though he 
had to admit, seeing the world had been amazing. 

They had starting with traveling the rest of England, then had moved 
through France, then Germany and Poland. They had then hopped a plane 
over to America and had been here since. They mostly stayed out the 
way of the humans, but occasionally went into the cities, usually to 



lure out a human, or to steal some new clothes. 


Harry shook himself out of his thoughts as him Master came to a stop 
in the middle of a forest. It was beautiful. It must rain a lot here, 
Harry thought. There was green everywhere. And hundreds of flowers. 
Moonlight shone through the treetops, creating a gentle glow. 

"They should be around here. Come out, come out, little wolves" His 
Master called out into the night. Harry shuffled on nervous feet. His 
gut was telling him to run, and run fast. From a distance, Harry 
heard feet hitting the ground. With how fast the feet were falling, 
they had to be running, and there was more than one. He couldn't tell 
how many, but it was enough for him to turn and run. Or he would have 
if his Master hadn't grabbed his arm and threw him down. 

Now the creatures were mere metres away, and Harry could hear their 
growls and deep breathes. A moment later, five giant wolves came 
charging at them. His Master jumped at them, knocking two of them 
down, before a third got a hold of his arm. His Master punched the 
animal in the eye, but it held fast and gave the others time to latch 
onto other parts of his body. 

"Master!" Harry called out. This man was his life. He didn't know 
what he would do without him. He wouldn't know where to go. He did 
the know anyone, but his Master a day his old family, and he really 
didn't want to go back there. 

"Help me boy! Get them off me!" snarled his Master. It must have 
really hurt to ask his help. 

Before Harry could finish standing, the wolves had torn his Master 
into several pieces and had turned to him. Harry didn't think, he 
just turned and ran. Ran as hard and as fast as he could. He didn't 
want to die here. Not like this. Seeing a stream up ahead, Harry 
jumped up onto a tree and leapt over the body of water and crashed 
into something that had definitely not been there a second before. A 
thunderous clash was heard throughout the area. 

Harry tried to get up and run again, but solid rock like arms closed 
around him and held him still. He thrashed as much as he could, he 
bit into one of the arms, kicked back into unmoving legs, but he was 
no match for the being holding him. 

Harry then realised he could hear screaming and pleading, __his 
screams and pleads. _ With that realisation he quietened down to a low 
growl in the back of his throat and stopped his struggling. Once he 
stopped, he could now hear voices. They were arguing. About him. One 
voice wanted him. To kill him. Another voice argued for his life. For 
him to be put in their care. That they would make sure he didn't kill 
any humans . 

Harry started up his struggling once again. He didn't want to be 
someone's property again. He didn't want that life again. He was 
becoming dizzy as he hypo-ventilated. Something he did the realise 
Vampires could do. Suddenly, a wave a calm hit him and he sagged in 
his captures arms. He didn't know ow what happened, and strangely, he 
didn't seem to care. Someone around him had a power, but he could 
take even muster up the strength to lift his head and look. 

Soon, his capture passed him over to another, one who held him 



gently, like one would hold a baby, and his head was tilted up until 
he was looked into pools of liquid amber. They were the prettiest 
eyes he had seen in a while. In them he could seem concern and his 
own pitch black eyes reflected back at him. 

"Can you tell me your name" The words spoken softly from the man 
holding him. Harry just stared. He couldn't find the energy to reply. 
Not that he wanted to. His didn't plan on staying, so these Vampires 
didn't need to know his name. It was safer this way. 

"Jasper, ease up a little, would you" The man said to another man out 
of his sight. 

As suddenly as before, the haze and calm over his mind lifted 
slightly, enough to give him the motivation to try and escape again. 
With that, Harry twisted, sinking teeth into one of the arms around 
him. Or he would have, if his face hadn't been grabbed and yanked 
back, and the haze came back. 

"Please don't fight us. We want to help you. Please tell me your 
name" Harry looked back into those eyes, and saw sadness and 
disappointment. It instantly made him feel guilty. This man hadn't 
hurt him. Had fought for his life against those monsters. 

"Harry" He whispered. The man gave him a bright smile and a gentle 
squeeze . 

"We are going to go back to our home. You can have a shower and get 
some clean clothes and we can sit down and have a chat, OK?" 

It wasn't long before Harry found himself freshly washed and wrapped 
in clean clothes, even if they were huge of him, sat on a comfy sofas 
between the man who had carried him here and another man covered in 
scars much like his. He was sure this second man was the one who had 
a haze over his mind. 

Scattered around the room were two other males and three females. All 
staring at him. Through the haze came a spike of anxiety, causing him 
to pull his knees to his chest and hide his head in them. An old 
childish thought of 'I can't see them, so they can't see me' popped 
into his head. A snicker was heard from the other side of the room. 
From one of the males. Harry peeked up and frowned at the grin on the 
others face, then glared and hid once more. 

"Harry, no one here will hurt you. I promise. Let me introduce 
everyone. I am Carlisle, also next to you is Jasper. Next we have 
Alice, Edward, Emmett, Rosalie, and my wife, Esme" Them man, Carlisle 
pointed out each of the other Vampires, once I had looked up at 
him. 

"May I ask how old you are?" Carlisle smiled 

"How old are you?" Harry shot back. He knew he was being given rude, 
but just didn't care. He just wanted to be left alone. His Master was 
gone, and now he was alone. What the heck was he meant to do now. He 
doubted the skills his Master had taught him would help him now. He 
rightly assumed that these Vampires were civilised and would find his 
skill set repulsive. Heck, he found his skill set repulsive. 


The bronze haired Vampire, Edward, made a noise in the back of his 



throat and looked pained and sick. Harry frowned again. What was this 
guys deal? 

Carlisle chuckled, but there was a glint in his eye that promised 
punishment if he continued to be rude. What that punishment was, he 
hadn't a clue. These Vampires didn't seem the type to beat each 
other. They seemed like a family, as weird as that sound design to 
him . 

"I am 365 years old. I was born in 1640, and bitten when I was 23 
years old" 

Not even Master was that old, Harry thought, this guy was practically 
ancient . 

"I'm 14. Master bit me when I was 9" Harry mumbled. He hated that he 
was so young when he was changed. He forever by this tiny little 
kid . 

"9" Carlisle breathed, looked horrified. "I had hoped you were older 
and just small for your age" 

"I'm already small for my age. I was shorter than the kids the year 
below me at school" Harry grumbled. If he had been standing, he was 
sure he would have stamped a foot, as humiliating as that would have 
been. Sometimes he just couldn't control his childish side. 

"We'll, either way, you have a new home here with us. Our number one 
rule is 'no hurting humans'. That includes feeding from them. You 
will have to stay home until you have enough control to be around 
them" . 

"I have plenty control" Harry glared up at the handsome blonde. 
Carlisle raised an eyebrow at him, with a hard look in his eyes. He 
was pushing his luck, . He knew that. Be he didn't care. He was 
through with the day. Through with being told what to do. He had gone 
from one Master to another. 

Harry used his speed to shoot off the sofa and dive for the door, he 
was half way out, before he was pulled back against a strong chest 
and marvel arms wrapped around his squirming form. 

"Let me go, bastard! Let go!" Harry screamed wiggling as much as he 
could. As the calm haze became stronger, Harry just screamed and 
kicked even harder. He was vaguely aware of being carried out of the 
room and into another. He was shocked back into the haze by a firm 
strong hand falling swiftly onto his backside. Harry froze. He had 
never been _spanked_ before. Beaten and tortured, yes, but never 
spanked . 

"Will you listen now?" Carlisle asked, setting Harry on his feet 
between his legs, holding onto his hands. 

"You, you can't do that!" Harry exclaimed, shock still running 
through his system. 

" While you are under my roof, I will punish you when you step out of 
line" Carlisle calmly stated. 


"I'm not your kid. You can't keep me here" Harry growled, pulling on 



his arms, but know it was useless. 


"You are a child in need of a home and family. You are too young to 
be on your own. Vampire or not. If any other Vampire had found you, 
you'd likely be taken to the Volturi, and they will decide your fate. 
You are on the boarder of what is considered an immortal child. 
Immortal children are forbidden. Usually, any child under 10 would be 
killed, but I am friends with them. I will be able to keep you safe 
and alive. If you leave, I cannot do that" 

"Fine" Harry sighed, dropping his head to look at the floor. 
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2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter 2 : 

Harry sat on the bed in the room he had been given. It was a large 
room that had floor to ceiling windows on two walls. The view of the 
forest was stunning, and he could see squirrels jumping, birds and 
butterflies flying and we'll as tiny insects crawling around. Turning 
his attention back to the room, he saw that the two remaining walls 
were a soft pale blue. The floor was covered with plush white carpet 
that he curled his toes into. The bed he sat on was next to one of 
the window walls, a day had a little side table with a lamp next to 
it. Also in the room was a large wardrobe and chest of drawers, along 
with a desk and chair. All in a beautiful white stained oak. There 
were a couple of pictures on the wall; hand painted flowers. It was a 
typical guest room. Esme had told him they would change it to his 
liking, but Harry didn't care. He didn't plan of getting to know 
these Vampires. He was here only for protection against the 
Volturi . 

Harry sighed as he flopped back into the thick luxurious duvet that 
lay on the bed. It was a darker blue than the walls, and felt like 
silk. Curling up on his side, he stared back out at the forest. He 
had been told that he had to stay in his room at right, like a human 
child. That he should use this time to reflect on the previous day 
and rest. He didn't see the point. He couldn't sleep, and never 
would, so why did he have to be sent to bed, while the other 'kids' 
got to stay downstairs. 



Harry growled and kicked his feet, before getting up. He had noticed 
that a couple of the window panels opened. He was going out for a 
run. Sod Carlisle and his _rules_. He had lived by so many rules 
already, he was fed up with them. He was 14 years old. He shouldn't 
be treated like a little kid. With that thought, Harry was at the 
window, easing it open. Before he could jump out into the trees, a 
hand settled around his arm, making him jump. He hadn't heard anyone 
coming. And how did they know he was leaving. 

"Harry, I told you the rules. You are to stay in your room at night" 
came Carlisle's stern voice. 

Harry glared up at the man, "I'm not a little kid! Stop treating me 
like one! You can't keep me locked up like this!" 

"You are acting very much like a 'little kid'. You will spend the 
night in my office while I work" Carlisle gave him a little push 
toward to door. Harry huffed and stomped out the room and downstairs 
to Carlisle's office. He had been given a tour before being shown to 
his room. Flopping down on the sofa, Harry crossed his arms and 
turned his head away from the man, intent of ignoring him for however 
long he was to stay in here. 

Carlisle sat at his desk, intent on finishing his work. He had called 
the hospital for some time off, owing to the fact he had adopted a 
young boy and was needed at home to help settle him. Of course, the 
hospital director had congratulated him and given him the time he 
asked for. So now Carlisle wanted to get all his notes and files 
completed so his colleagues at the hospital wouldn't need to chase 
him for anything. 

Looking up at the boy across the room, he couldn't help smile. He was 
curled up on the sofa, ignoring him, and looked , for all the world, 
to be a sulking little boy. The bottom lip as even out, and arms 
crossed. He and Esme longed to have a child, and this hostile little 
boy could be what they always wanted. While they had five children 
already, they had all been in their late teens, or even young adults. 
The youngest being Edward at 17. 

"Would you like to talk while I work?" Carlisle desperately wanted to 
know what had made this boy so angry with the world. He just wanted 
to hold him and tell him that everything would be alright. 

"Talk about what?" Harry huffed. 

"Where are you from? Your accent is a mix of English and 
American" 

"England. Just outside London. When Master changed me, we visited a 
few countries, but have spent most of our time here in America. 

Master was American" 

"Why do you call your Sire Master?" 

"Master forbid me to call him anything else. I was his pet, his toy. 
Master made me to stay by his side and obey" 

"What do you mean _Pet_?" Carlisle had an idea, more than an idea, 
but he didn't want to think it was true. This boy; this young boy 
shouldn't even know what sex is, let alone experience it. 



"Master found me in a park near my home. He said I had smelt too good 
to resist. He said when he saw me, he couldn't not take me and make 
me his for all eternity. Master made me to be his pet. His sex slave. 
Master taught me how to please him. And if I disobeyed, I was beaten" 
Harry growled. 

While he had hated every second with his Master, and wished again and 
again, that he had died that night, he could not change what had 
happened, what he was . And that made him angry beyond 
reason . 

Carlisle was up and kneeling next to the sofa in a second, reaching 
out to stroke the boys hair, sadness in eyes and body. 

"That was wrong of him. So wrong. You are a child. That should never 

have happened. I am so sorry for what that monster did to 

you" 

Carlisle watched as Harry released a deep breathe and turned those 
large soulful eyes on him. It was with a sudden realisation that he 
was remiss in taking they young boy hunting. His eyes were pitch 
black and hunger lingered in them. 

"I am sorry, I should have offered earlier, but we should get you 
fed. We only feed from animals, and I expect you to too" 

"Please" Harry begged, "it's been two weeks. Master rarely let me 
feed" 

"Come on then" Carlisle smiled, pulling Harry up with him. Inside he 
was disgusted and horrified that not only was this cute little boy 
raped and beaten on a regular basis, he was starved and actually 
begged to hunt . 

Carlisle had been a little worried that Harry would rebel and go for 
a human, but watching the boy take down a bear and drain the creature 
dry leaving no mess, it was obvious to him that Harry had hunted 
animals before. He would know when Harry looked at him if he had had 
human blood within the last month. The gold of his eyes would hold 
some red if he had. 

Harry lowered the bear to the ground, giving it a pet and thanking it 
for giving it's life source. Turning his now bright gold eyes to the 
man who was watching over him. Carlisle was relieved to see no trace 
of red in those large expressive eyes. 

"Thankyou for following our diet. It will make things easier for us 
all" Carlisle beamed at the boy. 

"I've never drunk from a human. My Master hated that I refused to 
kill humans" 

"I admit to being impressed. Not many have the restraint to resist 
human blood. I have only every tasted it when I have changed members 
of the family. Rosalie has never tasted human blood either. The 
others have all had the slips, but those are far and few 
between" 


The two Vampires had turned away from the bear and had started 



walking back to the house. Harry dragged his feet a bit as he was 
reluctant to go back inside. I loved staying outside to watch the 
stars, and feel the cool breeze through the air. 

"Do you remember your human life at all? Some don't on completion of 
the change. Alice remembers very little of her human life" 

"I remember" was all Harry said. 

"You must miss your parents. And any siblings, if you had any. I'm 
sure they miss you greatly too" Carlisle tried to reassure. 

"I never knew my parents. They died in a car crash when I was a baby. 
I lived with my Aunt, Uncle and cousin. I doubt they miss me. They 
were probably glad I disappeared" Harry whispered, looking down at 
his feet. 

"I'm sure that's not true. You are their family. They would have 
loved you and are missing you terribly" Carlisle rested a hand on one 
tiny shoulder. 

"They hated me!" Harry shouted, shrugging of the hand, "They told me 
everyday they wished I died with my parents! Instead of being their 
burden! I was their slave!" Dropping down onto his bum, Harry cried 
into his arms, wrapped around his knees. He had never told anyone 
about his relatives. Not before he was changed, and certainly not 
after. This man, Carlisle, brought all sorts of emotions out of him. 
He was usually very well controlled. He couldn't understand what was 
happening to him. 

Carlisle picked the sobbing boy up and cradled him to his chest, 
shushing him gently, and rocking from side to side. Why did this poor 
child have to have such a tragic past. Had he not suffered 
enough . 

Soon, Harry was left with the occasional hiccup; his tears having 
been soothed away. He had never had anyway care for him like Carlisle 
had just done. Maybe I should give him a chance, Harry thought, 
releasing all his tension and laid his head on the broad shoulder 
below him. 

Carlisle smiled when he felt Harry finally relax against him. It felt 
amazing to hold a child as he was now. He had never been able to. It 
would inappropriate to hold a child not his own. Tightening his hold 
slightly, Carlisle carried on toward the house, and had to smile 
again at the sight of the backdoor being left open for them. Bless 
Alice, he thought. 

Bit shorter this one, but hope you liked it x 


3 . Chapter 3 
Chapter 3 : 

Harry curled up tighter as Carlisle carried him back into the house. 
They others would have heard him crying g, he was sure, which was 
just humiliating, not to mention he was still being carried. His 
embarrassment ran too deep for him to let the others see him, so he 
just tucked his head in further, making sure he couldn't see anything 



but the pale neck and shirt clad chest. 


Carlisle glided through the house and joined his family in the living 
room, where they were all socialising. Emmett and Jasper were playing 
some sort of shooting game on the xbox, Edward was playing his piano 
gently in the corner, and the three women of the house were huddled 
over magazines and doing their nails. 

Carlisle smiled as he took a seat in one of the armchairs facing into 
the room, so he could see everyone, and positioned Harry comfortably 
on his lap. Rubbing the boys back to help sooth and relax 
him . 

"Would you like to properly meet everyone , Harry?" Carlisle asked, 
but Harry just shook his head, and leaned in more. 

Carlisle watched his wife move over to them with soft eyes and gentle 
smile . 

"We would really like to meet you properly" Esme almost whispered, 
stroking a hand down his back, making Harry shiver. 

He was just so confused. He didn't understand what was happening with 
his emotions, and he didn't understand these people; these Vampires. 
Everyone he had ever met, both human and Vampire, had hurt him, had 
wanted something from him, or just didn't care. All this sudden 
attention was fraying his nerve's. He felt like he was being 
stretched and twisted and was about to snap. 

Harry took a deep breathe and realised then that he had been 
hypo-ventilating again, and Carlisle was rocking him gently, while 
Esme stroked his hair. Tilting his head up, he could only stare up 
into those bright golden eyes of the man who held him. He felt 
exhausted, and not for the first time, wished he could sleep. 

"Hey" Carlisle smiled "welcome back" 

"Hi" Harry sighed 

Carlisle lifted Harry up and turned him around before settling him 
back down on his lap, so the boy was facing to room and the rest of 
the family. He wrapped his arms around him, so he couldn't hide 
again. Harry couldn't hide forever. 

"We'll try this again. Harry, Do you remember everyone's 
names ? " 

"Umm, your Carlisle. And those are Edward and Jasper" Harry pointed 
to the Bronze and blonde haired boys. The ones with powers. He was 
knew Jasper had put him in the haze, and Edward was just plain weird. 
He may not know what it is, but the other boy had a power. 

Edward got an offended look and mumbled "I'm not weird!" 

"Whoa, what? I never said that" Harry protested. 

"Edward. We have spoken of this many times. You mustn't comment on 
others' thoughts, unless they speak them aloud" Carlisle 
lectured . 



"He called me weird!" Edward protested. 

"Didn't!" Harry snarled, baring his teeth and hissed. 

"Harry, we are civilised people. Please do not act like an animal. 
Edward, he thought it. He didn't call you it. If he had said it 
aloud, then he'd have to apologise, but everyone is entitled to their 
own thoughts and opinions. We have been over this many times. Harry, 
Edward here can read people's minds. He has no control over it, so 
please don't think he's invading on purpose" 

Harry didn't know what to think. He had never met anyone who could 
read minds. He had heard of Aro of the Volturi. He could read minds 
by touch. But Edward didn't need to touch anyone. He must be very 
powerful. It must be annoying to know everyone's thoughts. And gross. 
Humans were vain, greedy and sexual creatures. Especially teenagers. 
Eww . 

"On the topic of powers. As well as Edwards talent, Jasper is an 
empath. He can feel and project the emotions around him. And his 
mate, Alice, the little one dark haired girl, can see possible 
futures. She saw you running from the wolves in the forest. We came 
to help you" 

So that's how Jasper had done it ta. He'd played with his emotions. 
And Alice had seen him coming. How strange. Harry watched her for a 
minute. She was pretty and looked to be the bubbly hyperactive type. 
She had been bouncing in her seat, and had posted when Carlisle 
called her little. Cute. 

"Next we have Rosalie, the blonde girl and her mate Emmett, the big 
loud one" 

Loud was an understatement. As was big. The guy was huge. Like a 
bear. And his booming voice almost echoed through the house as he 
complained at the TV. As for the blonde girl, she seemed the stuck up 
vain type. Sitting with a perfectly straight back, with her perfect 
hair, nails and make up. She was very beautiful, even with the slight 
scowl across her face. 

"And lastly, we have my mate, Esme. She will be your new mother. 
She'll look after you once I go back to work" 

The woman had soft caramel coloured hair, and a kind heart shaped 
face. She was what Harry had always imagined a proper mother to be 
like. If they had been human and could eat, he'd bet she'd have 
freshly baked cookies in the kitchen every day. 

"Edward, Alice and Emmett have taken on my last name, Cullen, and 
Jasper and Rosalie are under Hale, posing as twins. They all go to 
the local high school. We will have to get you documents and decide 
on a name and back story. When you have settled, we'll get you 
registered for school too" 

Harry froze. School. He want to send him to school. No way. Not going 
to happen. He wasn't going to spend his days with immature little 
human children. It just sounded like hell. Harry saw Edward smirk at 
him, so he mentally gave him the finger and a few vulgar words, and 
smiled as those eyes widened. 



"I am not going to school" Harry stated firmly, crossing his arm and 
daring anyone argue. And argue they did. 

"We have to maintain appearances. The others all go to school, like I 
said. I work at the local hospital and Esme is an interior designer 
from home. Due to your age, it would be even more suspicious if you 
didn't go to school, than it would if, say, Emmett didn't go. He can 
pass as an adult and work. You can't. It's not normal for children to 
not go to school. This is non negotiable" 

Harry huffed, and pushed himself to his feet, no longer wanting to be 
anywhere near the man. He need time to himself. So he marched his way 
back up to his room, trying to think of ways to get out of 
school . 

Harry flopped down on the floor and stared out the window, like he 
had been doing earlier, and zoned out the world and his thoughts and 
appeared to the world as dead. Vampires were very good at playing 
dead . 

The room was bright with daylight when Harry was pulled out his 
trance like state by his name being called. 

"Harry dear, would you come downstairs" Esme called softly from the 
door . 

Harry blinked a couple times, before getting up with a sigh, and 
following the woman out of his room and down the stairs and back into 
the living room. Everyone was still in the room, except for Rosalie 
and Emmett. They were going through papers on the coffee table, 
making suggestions and changing things every so often. 

"We thought you'd like to be a part of making your documents and back 
story" Esme told Harry, guiding him to a spare seat around the 
table . 

"Good morning Harry. We have most of your documents in order. We 
would like to know if you would prefer to be adopted or our 
biological child? There 'd be no difference in how we see or treat 
you. You would be our child either way. Also, would you like to keep 
your name and just change your last name to Cullen, or would you like 
a completely new name, for a fresh start?" 

What? He had a choice? He didn't know what to think. It made no 
difference to him is documents said he was adopted or not, but a new 
name? He had always be Harry. Harry James Potter. Well, he had been 
freak at one point, but that didn't count. Maybe a fresh start would 
be good idea. He had suffered nothing but pain as Harry. 

"I don't care about being adopted or not. But I think I'd like a new 
name" Harry decided. 

"Esme and I have always wanted children, and while we know it's 
impossible, we have a couple of boys names we like. First is Lucas 
Saul Cullen and the second is Leif Tobias Cullen. Do you like either 
of those?" 

"I like Leif and Saul" Harry admitted shyly. 


"How about Leif Saul Cullen then?" Carlisle beamed 



"I think it suits you very well" Esme smiled down at him. Harry, 
Leif, couldn't help but smile back. 
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